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step. In the back, or parados, of this ditch had been cut recesses
known as " bivvys," in which we lived when not actually on duty
scraping out the bottom of the trench, keeping sentry, or shooting
at moving objects, presumably Germans, two hundred yards away.
To escape from the trench for purposes of sanitation, delivering
messages, communication, or to remove a man hit by a sniper, it
was necessary to mount, either to the road and run for it, or to
creep on one's belly through the turnip-tops. But within a day or
two we had cut a narrow trench which departed into the open
country behind a bush which provided a flying start against the
good aim of a sniper*

By great labour, too, keeping us both warm and provoking
an appetite for eternal stew and tea, we dug out a kind of
mausoleum and in this laid doors taken from the village, which
served as beds. After a few raids on those houses which had
been hit by shell-fire, we had as our headquarters a large and
comfortable dwelling-room, something like the basement of a
suburban house, with a glazed window which looked towards
the battalion headquarters across the turnip-tops, fitted with lace
curtains, and the whole well carpentered and furnished. In this
crude dwelling, neither bullet- nor shell-proof, we ate and slept,
played cards, swopped yarns, and occasionally quarrelled. But
we were an interesting little crowd : Maxwell Rouse, country
gentleman and rara avis, a Liberal too ; Aidan Liddell, professor
of biology at Oxford University, who among his other astonishing
qualifications possessed a flying certificate, and a few months
later was the first British airman to win the Victoria Gross ;
Colin Boyd, an irrepressible youth who was our first casualty;
Gillespie, also an Oxford don ; Clark, who had been Adjutant,
a soldier of the serious type ; and Peter Anderson, a boy with a
baby face whom everyone adored.

Colin Boyd took a smack in the head almost immediately.
Within a day or two, Rouse, whom we refused to treat with
proper dignity, in a fit of peek took his ration, a tin plate
Billed with eggs and bacon, on to the parapet, but within a moment
or two returned with so wry a face that we all exploded with
laughter until we saw that a bullet had drilled a clean hole
through his arm, and that he was dripping with blood. Rouse
refused our attentions and decided to go, without our help,
to the aid-post. So we saw him, ignoring the new communica-
tion trench, mount on to the road. And then, chivvied by
a sniper, he suffered insult added to injury, perambulating